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For the next week or so our life was pure misery. I abused Mar-
ian, I pleaded with her, I slapped her around but not hard, I knelt
on my knees to her, I showed my worst side, I showed my best side,
and I got nowhere. I got no love, no truth, no explanation. In our
apartment, and believe me I looked and watched and listened,
there was no sign of the other man. I went through her desk and
every scrap of her correspondence; if she picked up the phone I
was there; whenever she walked two steps I walked beside her.
Nothing.
Then on a Saturday afternoon I was scrubbing the kitchen floor—
I must have been making up to Marian for something mean I'd
done to her earlier—when the doorbell rang. I jumped up but
Marian beat me to the door. It was a woman, wan and thin and
cheaply dressed. Selling something, I thought, losing interest
Marian stepped out in the hall with the woman, and I went back to
scrubbing. Some minutes must have passed by before I wondered,
hey, what goes on? Then I saw Marian had closed the door behind
her. I charged across the living room to investigate just as she came
back in. There was no expression on her face. The bell rang again.
Marian shrugged her shoulders in a sort of helpless way she has.
She then said a crazy woman was outside, that I had best ignore
her. I opened the door. Marian made no move to stop me.
The woman was leaning sad and despondent against the wall. I
went over to her and introduced myself. In five minutes I had the
whole story. The woman begged me to force my wife to leave her
husband alone. She said she and her husband had three small chil-
dren they could barely afford to support and now Marian was carry-
ing his fourth child.
With that, the woman went away. When I entered the apart-
ment, I had no wish to bust things. Marian was sitting on the sofa,
with her eyes watchful, looking toward the opening door. I had no
impulse to holler at her. I walked to the sofa and started to say
something, but found I had no voice of any kind. I sat down on the
floor. I laid my head in Marian's lap and cried as though I was four
years old. I had always calculated Marian might bring me pain and

